$6                                 LOTH AIR.

It was only twenty miles from town, and Lord St.
Jerome drove Lotbair down ; tbe last ten miles through a
pretty land, which, at tbe right season, would have been
bright with orchards, oak woods, and hop gardens. Lord
Sk Jerome loved horses and was an eminent whip. He
had driven four-in-hand when a boy, and be went on driv-
ing four-in-hand; not because it was tbe fashion, but be-
cause he loved it. Towards the close of Lent, Lady St.
Jerome and Clare Arundcl had been at a convent in re-
treat, but they always passed Holy Week at homo, and
they were to welcome Lord St. Jerome again at Vauxo.

The day was bright, tbe mode of movement exhilarating,
all tbe anticipated incidents delightful, and Lotbair felt the
happiness of health and youth.

'There is Vauxe/ said Lord St. Jerome, in a tone of
proud humility, as a turn in tbe road first displayed the
stately pile.

'How beautiful! * said Lothair; 'ah! our ancestors
understood tbe country.'

41 used to think when I was a boy,' said Lord St.
Jerome, * that I lived in tbe prettiest village in tbe world,
but tbese railroads bavo so cbanged everything, that Vauxe
seems to mo now only a second town hou.sc.'

Tbe ladies were in a garden, where they were consulting
with tbe gardener and Father Coleman about tbe shape of
some new beds, fur the critical hour of filling them was
approaching. Tbe gardener, like all head-gardeners, was
opiniatcd. Living always at Yauxc, ho had come to be-
lieve that tbe gardens belonged to him, and that the family
were only occasional visitors; and bo treated tbem accord*
ingly. Tbe lively and impetuous Lady St. Jerome had a
thousand bright fancies, but her morose attendant rarely
indulged them. She used to deplore bis tyranny with
piteous playfulness. * I suppose/ she would say, * it is
useless to resist, for I observe 'tis tbe same everywhere.